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" There is no meaning to be attached to it!" cried
Ellis. "The species is a mere screen invented to
conceal the massacre of individuals. I'm sick of
these biologico-sociologico-anthropologico-historico
treatises, with their talk of races, of nations, of classes,
never of men! their prate about laws as if they were
the real entities, and the people who are supposed to
be subject to them mere indifferent particles of stuff!
their analysis of the perfection with which the
machine works, its combinations, differentiations,
subordinations, co-ordinations, and all the other
abominations of desolations standing where they
ought not, as depressing to the mind as they are
cacophonous to the ear! and, worst of all, their
impudent demand that we should admire the diaboli-
cal process ! Admire ! As though we should be
asked to admire the beauty of the rack and the
thumbscrew!"

" It's a matter of taste, no doubt," said Wilson,
" but in me the spectacle of natural law does awaken
feelings of admiration."

" In me," replied Ellis, " it awakens, just as often,
feelings of disgust, and especially when its theatre is
human life."

" At any rate, whether you admire it or not, the
spectacle is there."

" No doubt, if you choose to look at it; but why
should you ? It's not a good drama; it isn't up to
date; it has no first-hand knowledge, nor original vision
of life. It simply ignores all the important facts."

" Which do you call the important facts ? "

"Why, of course, the emotions ; the hopes, fears,
aspirations, sympathies and the rest! There's more